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was rosy; she had once more assumed her cheeky
flapper's expression.

He drew near to her3 gazed into the fascinating
grey of her eyes, and, as on the evening befores
when he sat m front of his coke-fire, he reflected
that she was untruthful and cowardly, and ill-
natured toward her friends ; but now the thought
was tempered with indulgence. He reflected that
she had love-affairs with actors of the lowest (ypes
or that she at least made shift with them ; but the
thought was tempered with a gentle pity. He
recalled all the evil that he knew of hers but with-
out bitterness. He felt that he loved her, less
because she was pretty than because she was pretty
m her own fashion ; m a words that he loved her
because she was a gem endowed with life, and an
incomparable thing of art and voluptuousness. He
looked into the fascinating grey of her eyes, into
their pupilsj where tiny astrological symbols seemed
to float in a luminous tide. He gazed at her with
a gaze so searching that she felt it pierce right
through her, Andj assured that he had seen right
into her3 she said to himj with her eyes on his,
clasping his head between her two hands :

*' Oh yes ! I'm a rotten little actress; but I
love yous and I don't care a rap for money. And
there aren't many as good as me. And you know It
well enough."